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accident. He collected all his presence of mind, and answered
confidently: " Come, sir, and see ! This former wilderness has
obeyed the hand of art, and is now moulded, after the pattern of
Paradise, into a scene which the Houris would not disdain to select
for their abode." The Shiek, hearing a professed artist speak
with such apparent warmth and satisfaction of his own perform-
ance, and giving the master credit for deeper insight in his own
Sphere than he himself possessed, restrained the avowal of his
discontentment with the whole arrangement, modestly ascribing
this dislike to his inacquaintance with foreign taste, and leaving
the matter to rest on its own basis. Nevertheless, he could not
help putting one or two questions, for his own information; to
which the garden satrap was not in the least behindhand with his
answers.

"Where are the glorious fruit-trees," began the Shiek,
" which stood on this sandy level, loaded with peaches and sweet
lemons, which solaced the eye, and invited the pronienader to
refreshing enjoyment?"

" They are all hewn away by the surface, and their place is
no longer to be found."

"And why so?"

"Could the garden of the Sultan admit such trash of trees,
which the commonest citizen of Cairo cultivates, and the fruit of
which is offered for sale by assloacls every day?"

"What moved thee to desolate the pleasant grove of dates
and tamarinds, which was the wanderer's shelter against the sul-
try noontide, and gave him coolness and refection under the vault
of its shady boughs ?"

"What has shade to do in a garden which, while the sun
shoots forth scorching beams, stands solitary and deserted, and
only exhales its balsamic odours when fanned by the cool breeze
of evening?"

" But did not this grove cover, with an impenetrable veil, the
secrets of love, when the Sultan, enchanted by the charms of a
fair Circassian, wished to hide his tenderness from the jealous
eyes of her companions?"

"An impenetrable veil is to be found in that bower, over-
arched with honeysuckle and ivy; or in that cool grotto, where
a crystal fountain gushes out of artificial rocks into a basin of
marble; or in that covered walk with its trellises of clustering
vines; or on the sofa, pillowed with soft moss, in the rustic reed-